


Hi, BTH readers! We  apolo-

gize that this issue is coming 

out so late— there were 

some technical difficulties 

with the computer that Back-

to-Homeschool is created on. 

Thankfully, the problems 

have been solved and now 

you get to enjoy the latest 

issue of Back-to-Homeschool, 

themed “Friendship.”  

What is friendship? What 

does it mean to home-

schooled girls like you? Find 

out what homeschooled girls 

think about friendship in vari-

ous articles and stories.  

We have also got some other 

great articles as well. Check 

out Elena’s article and learn 

about the Mayday Faerie Fes-

tival, or take a trip to Japan 

by reading Vera’s article. You 

can also learn about several 

animals, such as the little 

brown bat, and even some 

animals that you can’t meet 

today, like the frightening 

Titanoba.  Also, our Arts and 

Photos page has returned and 

includes some great poetry, 

and we have a book review of 

Ida B. There is much more in-

side, so be sure to read the 

whole issue, and we hope that 

it was worth the wait! 

Also, Elena suggested a new 

article column - What You're 

Looking Forward to. It is like 

What Did You Do Today, but 

for the future instead of the 

past. Feel free to submit new 

articles to the What You’re 

Looking Forward to column!  

Another new column will be 

called Homeschool Opinions, 

where homeschooled girls will 

talk about their favorite things 

and their opinions regarding 

certain topics. The first ques-

tion is simple— what is your 

favorite book? Comment on 

the “What is your favorite 

book?” post on the BTH web-

site to answer, and your reply 

may be featured in the next 

issue of BTH! 

Enjoy the issue! Happy read-

ing! 

Welcome to our latest issue of Back-to-Homeschool! 

Issue 9 
June/July 

Want to advertise on the 

website for the most 

popular magazine for 

homeschooled girls? 

Don’t miss your chance! 

Email  

bthmagazine@yahoo.com 

for more  infor-

mation! 
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BTH’S Store! 

NOW AVALIABLENOW AVALIABLENOW AVALIABLE   

bthmagazine.wordpress.com/store 
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Your Homeschool Space: 
Cindy, age 12 

 My family is into traveling, so I usually homeschool 
in other countries while on extended travels. Last year when 
I was eleven, I homeschooled in China for a period of time. 
Here is a picture of Sanya, a warm mountain village in Chi-
na. The other one is of Wuhan. 
  

 

 
In the city of Wuhan, China (population of 8.4 million!) the 
apartments are rather small, so there wasn't much home-
schooling space. We studied in a room that overlooked glit-
tering buildings and a winding river. It had a desk, two lap-
tops, and a bookcase, but the best part was the scen-
ery! There was another room with a nightstand and cozy 
bed where I read books and emailed back and forth with 
friends. Sometimes it was a little cramped, but we managed. 
After all, there are 8,400,000 people sharing the same situa-
tion. :) 

Where is  your homeschool space? 

Send us an article at bthsubmissions@yahoo.com 



RECIPE INGREDIENTS 

Edible “Flowers”Edible “Flowers”Edible “Flowers”   

The RoseThe RoseThe Rose   

   By Chloe, Writers’ 

Board Member 

 Fresh grapes of your choice 

  Nut butter of your choice  

 Small berry of your choice– you 

can break a section off a rasp-

berry for best results 

 

 Cut a grape in half 
 Spread nut butter on the wet side of the 

grape 

 Put a tiny red berry on the nut butter 
4. Put a tiny mint leaf on the nut butter, be-

hind the berry, to make it look like a 

rose! 

5. Eat it and enjoy! 

DIRECTIONS 

This simple recipe is an 
easy snack, and you can 
make as many or as few 

“roses” as you want. Choose  
the types of grapes, berries, 

and nut butter that you 
like best.  

Recipe 



 

 29 . Write a short story on 

them  

 30.  Push in the backs and turn 

them into slipper-flip-flops  

 31. Fill them with clay and use 

them as doorstoppers 

 32.  Clean them and use them 

to store change in 

 33. Tie onto a rope, then attach 

them to a tree branch to play 

tetherball with around the tree 

to Do to Do to Do    

With Your Shoes!With Your Shoes!With Your Shoes!   

To be continued in each issue. 



Titanoboa: Real-Life Basilisk  

Nearly 50 feet long and 1,200 pounds, the Titanoboa  was both the 

longest snake ever found and the largest predator on land 65 million 

years ago.  It couldn’t turn people to stone, but I still wouldn’t want to 

mess with THIS giant snake! 

Megalodon: Worse than Jaws 

Jaws would look puny next to this real-life monster: The megalodon 

is speculated to have been capable of weighing 100 tons or more 

and it was armed with 7-inch-long teeth.  This enormous shark was 

the largest prehistoric shark who ever lived, though there is still de-

bate on exactly how long it could grow! 

TERRIFYING TERRIFYING (AND COOL)  (AND COOL)  ANIMALSANIMALS  

[YOU CAN”T MEET TODAY][YOU CAN”T MEET TODAY]  



Quetzalcoatlus:  Fantastic Flyer 

The size of a small aircraft, this  flying pterosaur’s beak alone was 

longer than a human! It had a wingspan of about 22 feet and soared 

through the skies in prehistoric times. Luckily, it probably wouldn’t 

have eaten humans, but if you’ve ever made an emu angry at a zoo… 

well, I couldn’t even imagine what it would be like to get chased by a 

Quetzacoatlus! 

Crocodilian: The SuperCroc 

I wouldn’t want to get bitten by a crocodile today, but the ancient 

crocodilian was 40 feet long and could weigh around 10 tons! The 

most complete skull ever found was about six feet long! Captain Hook 

would have very bad dreams if he ever saw one of these! 



Kronosaurus: Just Plain “Yikes!” 

It might be only 30 feet long, but this beast also had teeth that could 

be up to 11 inches long! It’s head could be up to nine feet long and 

it’s named after Kronos of Greek mythology… because it’s pretty huge 

and could swallow you whole if it still existed today! 

Predator X: The Most Fearsome of Them All 

A foot longer than the titanoboa. Teeth an inch longer than Krono-

saurus’ teeth. Weighed  99,000 pounds.  A bite 10 times more pow-

erful than the bite of any strong creature today and likely four times 

more powerful than the bite of a T-rex. Even researchers admit it 

was the most fearsome creature to swim the seas!  



HomeHomeHomeschooledschooledschooled   

The New FriendThe New FriendThe New Friend   By Trisha, age 17 

Alicia is 16 years old and has been homeschooled all her life. She likes 

artwork and photography. Her homeschooling style is normally self-

schooling. 

Leanne is 13 years old and went to public school until she was 9. Now 

she loves being homeschooled in the unschooling style and especially 

loves writing.  

Kylee is 10 years old and has been homeschooled all her life, but is 

struggling with the fact that she might be considering starting public 

school. Besides being homeschooled, Kylee takes martial arts classes. 

Annie is her little sister.  

Annie is 7 years old and is happy to be learning how to read for her 

homeschool-work. She loves playing outside and is very rational even 

though she is the youngest of her friends! 

Cory is 17 years old and is in his last year of homeschool high school in 

the school-at-home style. He is in the same homeschool group that Alicia, 

Leanne, Kylee, and Annie are and often acts like a big brother to the 

younger homeschooled kids. 

Characters 

Read a new “Homeschooled” story every issue! 

“Math, check!” Leanne said with finality.  

She was sitting on her living room floor with 

her friends Kylee and Annie. “Now I have 

done all my homeschool-work for the day.” 

“But you are unschooled,” Kylee noted, 

“Doesn’t that mean you don’t really have 

any homeschool homework?” “Nuh-uh,” 

Leanne shook her head, “Not the way I am 

unschooled. My mom lets me choose what 

kind of schoolwork I get to do and I can do it 

when I want to do it, as long as I don’t go 

for, like, long periods of time doing nothing.” 

“Ooh!” said Annie, “It sounds a lot like I am 

homeschooled!” “Except mom makes sure 

you practice your reading every single day,” 

Kylee noted. “Yes,” replied her sister, “But I 

would have wanted to practice on my read-

ing, anyway!” Leanne smiled at them. “So, 

now that I’m done, we can go to that home-

school event thing.” “It’s the Homeschool 

Festival,” corrected Kylee, “You should know 

by now! We have to hurry. Alicia and Cory 

are waiting for us.” “I love the Homeschool 

Festival,” sighed Annie happily, “I always 

make new friends there!” “Plus,” added 

Kylee, “our mom learns about all kinds of 

homeschool events and new curriculum ide-

as and stuff.” “Well, let’s go!” exclaimed 

Leanne, “I’m going to go get my mom!”  

Soon, Leanne, Kylee, and Annie were inside 

Leanne’s mom’s mini-van, driving to the fes-

tival.  



“We’re here,” announced Leanne’s mom. 

The kids all jumped out of the car. Leanne 

ran as fast as she could up to the large 

building where the event would take 

place. Inside, many tables were set up, 

displaying homeschool curriculum books 

and resources as well as advertisements 

for upcoming homeschooling events. 

Leanne was too excited to look at them, 

and she figured her mom would be the 

one checking it out, anyway. “Wait up!” 

shouted Kylee and Annie, “We exist, you 

know!” Leanne turned 

back to wink at them, 

then she giggled and 

continued running. She 

noticed her friends 

Audrey and Lisa talking 

with a brother and sis-

ter Leanne remembered 

from the last Home-

school Festival. She 

waved at them, but 

continued running until 

she reached the main 

room. “You never told 

us we were racing!” 

giggled Annie, catching 

up to Leanne as she halted at the en-

trance to the main room. “We weren’t 

racing,” said Kylee bossily, “We aren’t 

allowed to run in the display area, silly.” 

“Well,” said Leanne, “If we had been rac-

ing, I would have won.” Kylee rolled her 

eyes playfully, grinning. The main room 

was full of homeschooled kids of all ages, 

talking and playing games. There was a 

door at the end of the room which led to 

an outside area. Leanne remembered 

that it included a playground. Kylee re-

membered that last year, she had played 

jump rope with Annie and one other  girl 

out there.  Suddenly, they heard some-

one calling, “Hey, guys!” The three 

turned. It was Alicia and Cory, standing 

with a girl none of them had ever seen 

before.  “Come and meet Julia,” they 

called, motioning for Annie, Kylee, and 

Leanne to run over.  “Okay!” shouted 

Leanne, and they all ran up to them. Even 

Kylee, who seemed to have recognized 

that they were allowed to run, but only in 

the main room where all the kids hung 

out. “Hi, guys,” said Cory, “This is Julia. 

She just moved here.” Cory motioned to 

a very pretty girl with hair the color of 

blackberries and skin the color of cocoa.  

She wore a simple long green shirt and a 

pair of jeggings. She 

looked like she was 

14 or 15, but it was 

hard to tell how old 

she was because  

the girl was hanging 

her head low and 

shuffling her feet 

nervously. “Julia, 

these are my friends 

Leanne, Kylee, and 

Annie,” said Alicia, 

smiling at the girl. 

“Everyone, this is 

Julia.” Leanne 

waved. “She, um, 

doesn’t look very happy. She doesn’t 

want to play with us.” Annie mumbled. 

“Shhh!” said Kylee, “We don’t want to 

hurt her feelings!” Leanne reached out to 

shake Julia’s hand. “Hi, I’m Leanne! I’m 

13  and I love being homeschooled and I 

am really cool and I am happy to meet 

you! How old are you? How long have 

you been homeschooled? Do you have 

any brothers? Sisters? Pets? Do you like 

to run? I like to run. I also—” Alicia 

tapped Leanne’s shoulder. She motioned 

to Julia with her head, mouthing the 

words, “SHE IS SHY.” Leanne stopped and 

then said softly, “Hi.” Julia mumbled 

something back. Then she turned her 

head away from Leanne. “Listen,” said 

Kylee, exasperated, “This girl obviously 



doesn’t want to talk to us. Let’s go talk to 

Lisa and Audrey or something.” Cory 

frowned at her. Alicia  shook her head. 

“No, Kylee. She does want to talk with us. 

She is just very shy,” Alicia said softly, 

“Julia doesn’t have any friends and she 

used to live in a very small town with no 

kids in it.” Kylee frowned, embarrassed. 

“She’s never seen anyone our age be-

fore!” said Cory. Annie frowned. “She 

doesn’t want to play with us, though,” 

said Annie sadly. “Maybe we can show 

her things instead,” 

suggested Leanne, 

“Kylee, you can do a 

martial arts pattern! 

And I can show her how 

to draw a horse! And 

Annie, you can show 

her…” “Good idea,” 

interrupted Alicia, 

“Then go ahead and 

try.” “If she still doesn’t 

want to talk to us, then 

we will give her some 

time,” explained Cory. 

Kylee nodded, then 

walked up to Julia. “Hi.” 

said Kylee quietly. “Hi,” repeated Julia. 

“Would you like to see my pattern?” 

asked Kylee kindly. Julia stopped for a 

moment, then she nodded. “I’m a blue 

belt,” explained Kylee, “here is what I will 

have to do to test for my red stripe.” 

Kylee performed her pattern. Julia 

smiled. “How old are you?” asked Kylee. 

Julia paused again, but then replied, “14.” 

Kylee nodded, smiling. “I’m 10, but I’ll be 

turning 11 soon. And everybody thinks 

I’m 13 because I’m mature. Leanne is 

almost your age.” Julia turned to look at 

Leanne. “Hey!” said Leanne, “This is how 

you draw a horse.” Leanne pulled out a 

piece of paper and a pencil, and quickly 

drew a picture of a smiling cartoon horse 

eating an apple. She showed it to Julia, 

who laughed. “Now, this is how you draw 

a realistic horse,” said Leanne, flipping 

the paper over to draw on the back. Julia 

leaned in to watch Leanne sketch a more 

real-looking horse. “There.” said Leanne, 

“Now you try.” Julia took the pencil and 

proceeded to draw a very lifelike horse. 

“Whoa!” exclaimed Leanne, “You’re way 

better than me!” Julia smiled, but then 

shook her head. “You’re good, too” she 

replied. “You’re talking!” exclaimed Annie 

happily. “Do you want to play with us?” 

Julia smiled again, 

then nodded. “I like 

to play with hula-

hoops,” she said. “I 

think I have a few in 

our car,” said Alicia, 

“I will go and get 

some.” 

Soon, all of the kids 

were playing with 

hula-hoops along-

side Julia. Julia new 

quite a few tricks, 

and she taught 

them to the others. 

“Can we play, too?” came a voice. The 

kids turned and saw Audrey and Lisa, 

followed by a boy who looked about 14 

and a girl who looked about 10. “Sure,” 

because Leanne, but then she stopped. 

Kylee looked at Julia nervously. Would 

Julia want to play with four other kids, or 

would she start being shy again? Every-

one held their breath, waiting for Julia’s 

answer. “Yes,” said Julia, smiling, “The 

more the merrier.”  

Everyone spend the rest of the day play-

ing together, and Julia laughed and 

smiled along with them. “I guess kindness 

goes a long way,” said Annie to Kylee on 

their way home. “Yeah,” said Kylee in 

agreement, “And if you’re kind, you can 

make new friends with anyone!” 



MMMayday ayday ayday FFFaerie aerie aerie FFFestivalestivalestival   

Do you believe in faeries?  If so, the Mayday Faerie Festival is the place for you!  Every May, 

people of all ages gather at Spoutwood Farm in Glen Rock Pennsylvania* for three days of faeries, 

fun, and festivities.  Everywhere you go there is something new and exciting, and everywhere are 

friendly, wonderful people to talk to.  Celebrate the coming of spring and new life with music and 

fun!  

 

I always look forward to the coming of the faerie festival eagerly because it is a wonderful place to 

make new friends, shop for gifts, listen to beautiful music, dance the maypole, attend a tea party, 

and so much more.  People come from all over to enjoy the faerie festival and its wonders.  

 

Posie's tea party always attracts crowds of people.  At a usual tea party, Posie will tell you the story 

of how she became an honorary faerie, perform magic tricks, and serve cookies and "Posie's Party 

Parlor Potion," a delicious tea that you can purchase in one of the shops on "Frodo's Hill".  Posie is 

also available for birthday parties. 

 

"Frodo's Hill" is where most of the shops are located, as well as "Spoutwood Observatory," the 

farm's beautiful little clay observatory that is always warm and welcoming with comfortable couch-

es.  You can walk the faerie maze, and dip your fingers in the little color pots that you find along the 

trail.  When you are finished, match your combination to one of the many combinations on the 

board outside to have your fortune told!  "Frodo's Hill" is also the ideal place to buy gifts for your 

friends and family, offering a wide variety of things from mirrors to magazines.  You can also pur-

chase additions to your costume, like long gloves, horns, or a tail!  

 

Every year, many bands come to Spoutwood for the festival.  As soon as you can't hear one, you 

start to hear the next.  It's really wonderful.  This year, Ocean Orchestra, Frenchy and the Punk, 

Telesma, and Wendy Rule are just a few of the many musical performers attending the festival this 

year.  

 

Take a stroll down the winding forest passages, past many faerie houses that people have made 

along the sides of the path.  Some of them are really amazing!!  People have created chairs, plat-

forms, swings, and so much more.  You can hardly doubt that when the crowds pass, and the festival 

ends, the faeries come and enjoy the little marvels that line the trail. 

 

Need a new purse? Come to the faerie festival.  Want to celebrate the coming of spring with others? 

Come to the faerie festival.  Looking for a gift for a Fae-loving friend? Come to the faerie festi-

val.  Love bubbles? Come to the faerie festival.  Hope to see you there!! 

  

* there are faerie festivals all over the country, so look one up near you if Pennsylvania is too far. 
 

By Elena 



An Interview with RICHARD THE LIONHEARTAn Interview with RICHARD THE LIONHEARTAn Interview with RICHARD THE LIONHEART   

And here’s Tammy Turnback, the host of And here’s Tammy Turnback, the host of And here’s Tammy Turnback, the host of The Past TimesThe Past TimesThe Past Times!!!   
Tammy: Hello, folks, welcome to 

The Past Times! I’m your host, 

Tammy Turnback, and with us to-

day is the famous Richard the Lion-

heart. 

Richard: Good day. 

Tammy: You are one of the few 

English Kings known by your epi-

taph, the Lionheart, rather than your 

number, which was the First, was-

n’t it. 

Richard: I was. 

Tammy: Tell me, what did you do 

to earn this honor? 

Richard: Well, you see, I fought 

bravely in the Crusades and was a 

good leader of my army. 

Tammy: I see. You were a devoted 

crusader? 

Richard: Of course – I wanted to 

serve God and win my place in 

heaven. If a crusader died on a cru-

sade, it was said that they would go 

straight to heaven. 

Tammy: I see. And why were you 

fighting these Crusades? 

Richard: You see, the Turks had 

taken over the Holy Lands, and 

wouldn’t let us Christians go there 

for pilgrimages, so the Pope or-

dered us to do something about it. 

Mine was actually the third Cru-

sade. 

Tammy: Oh, I see. And how long 

were you on this crusade? 

Richard: The crusade itself lasted 

three years, but then, en route back 

to my own kingdom, the Duke of 

Austria captured me and put me in 

prison. 

Tammy: Oh, dear. 

Richard: It was two years before I 

finally got out – and my brother 

John paid my ransom. When I final-

ly got out, King Phillip of France 

sent John a letter saying “Look to 

yourself, the devil is loose.” John 

hadn’t been being very good of a 

king, you see, and I had to go put 

him in his place. 

Tammy: And you came back and 

were hailed a hero. 

Richard: You could say that. But I 

did have to forgive him and I even 

named him my heir. 

Tammy: Why, if he was such a bad 

king? 

Richard: You see, I considered 

him a better king that my other op-

tion, our nephew, Arthur, who was 

still young, and who was being in-

fluenced by Phillip of France. I 

considered having a bad king who 

would keep our lands a better op-

tion than a king who was influ-

enced by another king and would 

give our lands to him. I knew quite 

well how bad Phillip’s influence 

could be. 

Tammy: Really? 

Richard: Yes, you see,  

By Kendra, age 17By Kendra, age 17By Kendra, age 17   

Writers’ Board MemberWriters’ Board MemberWriters’ Board Member   



when I was young, before my fa-

ther, King Henry II died, Phillip’s 

father, Louis VII,  influenced my 

brothers and me to rebel against 

our father. Phillip wanted to weak-

en us, you see. Our second eldest 

brother, Henry the younger, was 

influenced the worst, since the he 

really didn’t have much to do, as 

Father ruled the lands he had 

“given” Henry the younger. 

Our eldest brother, William 

IX, had died at the age of two 

from a seizure, so he really 

didn’t count.  

Tammy: And the rest of you 

didn’t have it as bad. 

Richard: Yes. I, for instance, 

had been given Aquitaine, 

which had been our mother’s 

land. 

Tammy: Your mother was 

Eleanor of Aquitaine, wasn’t 

she? 

Richard: She was. She was 

actually nine years older than 

our father – he married her for her 

lands. She had been married to 

King Louis VII, but had divorced 

him because he was away on cru-

sades too much, and they had only 

had daughters. 

Tammy: I see. 

Richard: I actually liked Aqui-

taine better than England – Eng-

land was such a wet, rainy place, I 

wished I could have sold it off 

when I was raising money for the 

crusade, but I couldn’t find a buy-

er. 

Tammy: Really? But you were the 

king of England – how could you 

not care about it? 

Richard: I didn’t like it. Too wet 

and rainy. For all I cared, John 

could keep on ruling it. I actually 

spent no more than six months of 

my ten-year reign actually on that 

dismal island. Couldn’t even speak 

that barbaric tongue, English. I 

was dignified, and spoke French. 

Tammy: Really? 

Richard: Yes. Also, my wife was 

the only English queen to never set 

foot on English soil – at least, not 

while she was queen. 

Tammy: Really? And who was 

she? 

Richard: Princess Berengaria of 

Navarre, which was part of Spain. 

I had been betrothed to Princess 

Alys of France, King Louis’s 

daughter by his second marriage, 

but I didn’t want that tie to France. 

Besides, there were rumors about 

her and my father, and I didn’t like 

them. 

Tammy: I see, so you married this 

Berengaria instead. 

Richard: Yes. She was very beau-

tiful. Married her before I left on 

the crusade, and even took her 

with me most of the way. I was a 

busy man, though, and didn’t have 

much time for her when I got back 

from prison, never saw her again. 

Tammy: Oh, I see. 

Richard: And when I died, they 

didn’t even think to send for her 

to come to my bedside. They 

called my mother though – and I 

died in her arms. My mother later 

got buried beside me. 

Tammy: Which brings us to how 

you died; how did you die? 

Richard: I was in France, laying 

siege to a city I wanted, and one 

of the men in the city shot me 

with a crossbow. I died. My body 

was buried at my father’s feet, but 

my heart, which was said to be 

twice the size of the heart of a nor-

mal man, was buried at Rouen in 

Normandy. 

Tammy: And thus ended your 

reign. 

Richard: Yep. It would later be 

written of me that I was “a bad 

king, a bad husband, but a good 

soldier.” I liked fighting, I was 

good at it. 

Tammy: And that’s all the time 

we have for today, folks, see you 

next time on The Past Times! 



Spring is the revitalizing time of year filled 

with new life and gorgeous temperatures. 

With the budding of new plants and the 

splashing of rain drops echoing in every lis-

tener’s ear, spring resonates in the hearts of 

many as a time of new beginnings. Yet with 

the many splendors of this time of year, 

many dangers also 

present themselves. 
The rainy weather pro-

vides considerable bar-

riers for all drivers, but 

especially to those 

who are new to the 

road. When it rains, 

roads quickly become 

flooded, and the ability 

to judge the depths of 

the muddied water be-

comes difficult. As the 

water rises to just a 

few inches above the 

road, it can sweep 

away a vehicle as large as an SUV. In any situ-

ation where flooding occurs, motorists need to 

drive slowly and search for an alternative route. 

Furthermore, if windshield wipers are needed, 

law states that drivers must turn on their head-

lights as well. This allows other drivers to lo-

cate each other in dark and rainy conditions. 

Executing these safety measures ensures the 

protection of both the driver and fellow motor-

ists or pedestrians that may be present. In addi-

tion, always use a safety belt when driving or 

riding in a motor vehicle. Wearing a safety 

belt, an action often shirked by teen drivers to-

day, proves vitally important to safe driving. 

According to the Missouri Department of 

Transportation, in the past three years, as many 

as 600 young drivers 

died in car accidents 

within the state of Mis-

souri. Of those who had 

safety belts in their cars, 

78 percent of the teens 

did not use them. Like-

wise, drivers under the 

age of twenty-one only 

make up 10 percent of 

licensed drivers, yet 

they account for 30 per-

cent of the total number 

of traffic accidents. 

Many fatalities have oc-

curred as a result of 

young drivers not using seat belts, and many 

lives could have been spared through using the-

se devices. Overall, spring paints a beautiful 

picture of nature’s rebirth, but can also present 

danger if drivers disregard the proper safety 

precautions. The paramount way to fully enjoy 

the magnificence of spring is by obeying the 

laws set in place to protect us from unseen 

threats and hazards.     

The Spring: 
A Time of Beauty and PerilA Time of Beauty and PerilA Time of Beauty and Peril   
By Mati, age 15, Writers’ Board Member 

Wearing a safety belt, an action 

often shirked by teen drivers today, 

proves vitally important to safe 

driving.  



WHERE THE FOOD COMES TO YOU!WHERE THE FOOD COMES TO YOU!  

By Vera, Writer’s Board Member 

WHAT IS BENTO? 
Boxed lunches are found 
everywhere in the world; in the Philippines 
(Baon), Korea (Dosirak), Taiwan (Biandang), 
and India (Tiffin). But, one country that takes 
great pride 
in their original lunches is 
Japan, where it’s called 
bento. A traditional 
bento 
consists of rice, fish or 
meat, and one or more 
pickled or cooked vege-
tables, usually in a 
box-shaped container. 
 
 
W H Y  M AK E  A 
BENTO? 
According to a popular 
Japanese saying, it is 
important “to eat with your eyes.” This means 
more than just taking time to savor lovely, ap-
petizing food. Small, 
thoughtfully arranged dishes encourages por-

tion control for 
greatest health benefits. 
 
 
MOTHERS AND 

MEALS 
Japanese homemakers spend lots 

of time and energy to 
produce a carefully pre-
pared 
lunch box, as they find it 
an expression of love 
towards their loved ones. 
Also, bento boxes ease 
Japanese children into 
preschool by connecting 
school and the outside 
world with comforting 
food from home. Japa-
nese mothers 

get up in the wee hours of 
the morning and prepare lunch for their chil-
dren to take to school. There they will share, 
show-off, and compete 
with their finished creations. 

The Rules of the Repast 

~ Bento is all about creatively presenting a 
fresh, well-balanced meal that’s a delight to 

eat as much as it is to make. 
 

~ Try to include colorful foods from every 
hue in the rainbow in each bento box. That 
will ensure a healthy balance of nutrients 

as well as a pretty presentation.  

“This is your captain speaking, and 

right now you are on a flight to... 

Japan, Asia.” 
Did You Know… 

Because of their consciousness of health and proper food con-
sumption, Japan’s population has the highest longevity and low-
est obesity rate in the world! 



Charaben  

is the most modern form of 

bento as it is created in hon-

or of people, animals and 

even cartoon characters! 

Shoukadou  

is the most traditional ver-

sion of the bento box. 

Ekiben  

(Railway Boxed-Meal) are sold on 

trains and train stations. 

Noriben  

is the simplest bento, with 

dried seaweed sheets 

dipped in soy sauce cover-

ing cooked rice. 

DIFFERENT TYPES OF BENTO 

“This is your captain speaking, thank you for choosing 

ATW Airlines and I hope you enjoyed  
your trip to Japan, 

See you soon!” 



Our Readers Our Readers onon  FriendshipFriendship  
Back-to-Homeschool readers know a lot about friendship. We got a lot of great comments about the 

topic, and decided to create one article out of the best thoughts our readers had to offer. Special 

thanks to Sydney, Elaina, Emme, Kerry, Victoria, and Eba for contributing! 

Says Sydney, age 10, True friendship is paying more attention to your friends rather than doing your own thing. That’s 

a good way to sum up friendship. Friends are there for each other, not just for themselves. As Elaina, age 8, says, I 

am a good friend because I care about my friends. If I didn’t care about them, why would they want to be friends with 

me? Nine year old Emme agrees – For a while I forgot about my friends. I couldn’t understand why they didn’t like to be 

with me anymore, then I realized I hadn’t been paying them any attention. It’s important to pay attention to your 

friends. Elaina adds, Sometimes friends stop caring about you. If that happens, I usually tell them and ask them what’s 

going on. Give them a second chance. My true friends have always gotten better. If they didn’t, I realized they weren’t 

true friends after all. 

 How do you find a good friend? You have to go looking! They don’t just magically appear! If you don’t make 

an effort to make friends, you will never have any. Look everywhere for friends, even in places you would never consid-

er, says 13 year old Kerry, You never know when you’ll get lucky. That’s very true. You honestly never know when 

you’ll have the opportunity to make a friend. But what if you have trou-

ble making friends? Says Kerry, I like to make friends by comment- ing 

on a book they’re reading or a shirt they’re wearing. You can do that to 

show you’re paying attention to them, or catch them when they’re 

alone. It’s advice you’ve probably heard a hundred times, but a good 

way to make friends if you’re shy is to look for someone who’s alone 

and to talk to them. They’re probably looking for a friend too. You could 

also combine those two techniques by finding someone who’s alone and 

commenting on their book. 

 A good friend is someone who will actually listen to your an-

swer when she asks you how you are doing. She will help you when you 

are hurt, and never ask you to do something dangerous, or something she 

wouldn’t do herself. These are the characteristics that 12-year-old Vic-

toria thinks makes an ideal friend. They are great characteristics that 

you should definitely look for in every friend. Victoria continues, A good 

friend doesn’t make fun of you, or laugh when you get hurt. She 

doesn’t leave you out when playing with other friends. If a friend is being 

mean to someone else, you should not stand up for her. And what do you do when a friend turns mean? Says Victoria, 

Do you match up to this description? Being a good friend is way more important than having a good friend. After all, 

would you want to be with someone who wasn’t nice because she thought you were the one who was supposed to be 

good? Of course not! So follow the Golden Rule; put yourself in their shoes. Also be careful before dishing out pity on 

someone. Would you want it? If a friend doesn’t seem happy, before assuming you are upsetting her, once more, consid-

er. Are her parents getting divorced? Did a relative pass away? Then, be cautious while approaching the subject. If you 

suspect something serious (physical abuse and such) tell a trusted adult immediately, even if she begs you not to.  That’s 

definitely good advice. Make sure you know that there isn’t something bigger going on in her life before you blame 

her for anything. But what if she’s just acting up for no reason? 14-year-old Eba has a good idea – First you must ask 

your friend why she’s acting up, of course. She might tell you that she didn’t know she was. Then you should forgive her. 

But if she just gets more mad at you, you should ask her parents if she has always been that way. Maybe she’s prone to 

doing such things. Whatever the case is, you must give every friend a second chance. You would prefer if they did that 

for you. Sage advice, because as Sydney said in the beginning, True friendship is paying more attention to your friends 

rather than doing your own thing. 



 

Everyone has friends, and they are very special to that 
person. I believe in having lots of friends, so if you aren’t 
getting along with one friend, you can take a break so 
you won’t fight, but at the same time you won’t be 
lonely. 

 

I don’t think it is a good idea to have a “best” friend be-
cause it hurts some people’s feelings and you could lose 
a lot of friends that way. I believe in special friends, that 
you can be yourself with, but not a best friend.  

 

Special friends are like sisters to 
you more than any of your other 
friends, who you can be yourself 
around, who like you for who you 
are, and are still your friends dur-
ing your good times and your bad 
times. I have two special friends 
named Elena and Lily, and we 
love each other and accept each 
other for who we are. We do eve-
rything together, they’re both 
homeschooled like I am, and we 
like all the same things, from writ-
ing to chocolate to cats. Even 
though we’re alike in many ways, we are still very dif-
ferent. We all look different and we come from different 
religious backgrounds, and we’re months apart in age, 
but we like each other all the same.  

 

Recently, we had to do a project on North Africa to-
gether for our homeschool co-op. We decided to express 
it through a musical, and we learned many things about 
our friendship and working together as a team, and, 
most of all, being in a threesome of close friends. It’s hard 
for all three of us to get together often, so usually it was 
two of us meeting to work on the project and not all 
three of us, and sometimes those two friends would do 
something that the other friend wanted to do with them 
and someone would get upset. And sometimes we got 
really stressed out because we were working with a 
deadline and we would send bossy and snappish emails. 

It was hard, but we’re still friends, and the result was 
amazing! Below is a picture of us during our perfor-
mance. From left to right are Lily, Elena, and me.  

 

We learned a lot about being friends during that experi-
ence. 

 
We also help each other through hard times. When 
Elena had bad, upsetting fights with her mother, Lily 

and I comforted her and gave 
her advice. When Lily’s beloved 
cat Sophie stopped eating, 
Elena and I assured her that 
Sophie would get better, and 
she did! And - this is the one 
that is the most important to 
me - when my grandfather died 
two years ago this August, they 
held me and watched me cry 
and mourned with me. We truly 
love each other and would do 
anything for each other. 

 
We have only fought once, and 
we got over that in less than a 

week. But I warn you, and I know this from my own 
mistakes- Don’t say anything to your friend that you will 
regret, because even once apologies are made and ac-
cepted, the worst words can ring in your ears for days.  

 
But, as special to me as Elena and Lily are, I still think it’s 
best to have lots of friends. I have one friend I only see 
once a week, and it’s good that way because if we saw 
each other more often, we would probably fight. It’s 
good to have friends who are adults, too, especially par-
ents. And it’s also great to have friends who are delight-
fully different. Maybe she is from some foreign country, 
like Bolivia or Venezuela. Maybe she is way older or way 
younger than you. Maybe she’s a he! Whatever the case, 
friends are truly forever, and they help you through the 
best of times and are there to have fun with. 

“BEST”  FRIENDS 
By Anna, Writers’ Board Member 



What defines friendship? 
 
Friendship is a state of trust and understanding between 
two people or animals. 
I love my rabbit. His name is Apollo, and though I only got 
him several days ago, I kind of understand him when I 
stroke his ears because different amounts of heat come 
off him, depending on the time of day and the weather. An 
example of friendship between a human and an animal. 
 
Different people tend to do different things with friends. I 
tend to make movies and compare survival kits. I know 
some people who just go down to the skate ramps, and 
some that would rather play star wars LEGO and animal 
games all day. 
 
I love to read, and read a lot, which is something that 
mystifies some people who would rather run around yell-
ing outside. I do that myself sometimes but the things that 
I read are mostly always at the front of my mind and are 
mostly the things that I quote. So I thought I would write 
about the friendships I know most about - those within 
the books I have read. 
 
The main friendship that I think about is definitely Harry 
Potter; he and his best friends Ronald and Hermione. Ron, 
a boy whose company Harry liked, and Hermione, who’s a 
bossy know-it-all at first, then softens down a bit and 
helps them through homework and is the best friend you 
could have. All three of them are loyal to each other in the 
adventures they have. 
 
Then there is Mable Riley (Mable Riley, Marthe Jocelyn, 
2004), a girl from the late 18th century, who forms an 
unlikely friendship with the mad suffragist, Miss Rattle. 
Miss Rattle is the type of lady to talk to a typewriter 
named “Underwood,” cycle to work in a factory, not mar-
ry, and wear bloomers, whereas Mable is the type to 
write romance stories just to get her friend to tell her off, 
jump at the chance to out-spell someone in a spelling bee, 
talk to all the boys, and mess the adults around. 
 
There is well-off Elizabeth Bennet (Pride and Prejudice, 
Jane Austen, 1813), and wealthy Mr. 
Darcy. Mr. Darcy and Mr. Bingly come to the town where 
the large Bennet Household is, and Mrs. Bennet gives all 
she has at the chance to marry off Elizabeth and Jane, her 
two oldest girls, to rich men. When Elizabeth first meets 
the aloof, conceited Mr. Darcy, she dislikes him immedi-
ately. Slowly and surely, they both start to like each other, 

and alt-
hough 
their friendship is more or less romantic, it was not fore-
seen, but was definitely meant to be. 
 
And though some people find their friends at school, 
some are just brothers and sisters. Close siblings, like 
Laura and Mary Ingalls (Little House books, Laura Ingalls 
Wilder, published 1931 onwards). The two sisters were 
people, who also lived 
in the late 18th century 
like Mable, but unlike 
Mable, they were real 
people, who actually 
breathed in this air and 
walked this earth. They 
were American pio-
neer girls. In later life, 
Laura wrote down 
highlights from her 
memoirs which were 
printed as books. 
Laura and Mary al-
ways played together 
and were best friends, 
but probably wouldn’t 
have been if they 
weren’t sisters. Their 
personalities were so 
different, with Laura 
being high-spirited 
and as ‘strong as two 
French horses’ and 
Mary being a studi-
ous, indoorsy kind 
of girl. Even when 
scarlet fever spread 
to Mary’s eyes and 
turned her blind, 
Laura guided her on 
walks together out-
side and they would 
talk closely for 
hours. 
 
Friendship is a 

strong bond be-

tween people and 

animals that you cannot break by force. 

FRIENDSHIP | By  Matilda,  

Writers’ Board Member 



 
 

What do they look like? 

These cute little bats are covered with brown 

glossy fur; there belly fur is a light sandy gray. 
Their wing membranes are leathery and a dark 

chocolate brown. They are typically 2-3 inches 

long and their wingspan ranges from 7-9 inches. 

Most of the time these bats weigh about 0.2-0.5 

oz. The females are usually slightly larger than 

the males. Their ears are small and black and 
they have about 38 sharp teeth. These bats are 

very similar to several other species only drasti-

cally smaller. 

Where do they live? 

The little brown bat inhabits most of North Amer-
ica. They are most commonly found in southern 

Canada and Northern U.S.A. 

What do they eat? 

They eat a large variety of insects, including 

moths, mosquitoes, wasps, mayflies, gnats, midg-

es, beetles and others. They use an interesting 
tactic to catch their prey, that’s called echoloca-

tion. They make very high pitch squeaks, so high 

in fact that we humans can’t really hear it. After 

they issue a series of squeaks the sound waves 

ripple out from the bat and return to the bat 
when the waves hit an object. This technique 

makes it so the bats can catch food as they fly, 

and not run into things in complete darkness. 

Fun Facts about Bats 

 One bat can consume 1,000 in-

sects every hour! 

 Bats pollinate flowers 

 The largest bat is the giant flying 

fox bat with a wing span of six 

feet!! 

 One colony of 150 bats can eat 

up to 33 million rootworms every 

summer ( these buggers destroy 

our crops) 

 A nursing brown bat mother can 

eat up to 4,500 insects nightly 

 Small woolly bats of West Africa 

live in large webs of the colonial 

spiders. 

 The African heart-nosed bat can 

hear a beetle walking on sand 

from up to six feet away. 



  

Great Websites 
 http://extension.oregonstate.edu/catalog/

pdf/ec/ec1584.pdf 

 http://www.batcon.org/ 

 http://www.nhptv.org/natureworks/
littlebrownbat.htm 

 http://www.batworlds.com/little-brown-
bat.html 

 
 

Thanks to the internet for the pic-
tures and info!   But most of all 
thank  you to these wonderful 
bats for making our world so 

much better!! 

What do they do all day and night?  

 They sleep for about 19 hours a day, although they 

shift in their sleep, always snuggling closer to the other 
bats around them. They are awake and flying for about 

2-3 hours each day. During the winter these bats hi-

bernate in large colonies with up to thousands of sleep-

ing bats. They find a cave in October or November and 

hibernate until the insects are back. They use energy 

reserves stored from the summer and fall. They only 
wake up 2-3 times through these many months, thus 

sleeping for weeks on end.  

How long does it take for them to grow up? 

They breed in early fall and when spring comes all the 

females fly to a nursery cave where hundreds of other 
mama bats have their babies. Their gestation period is 

50-60 days (most bats only have one baby) and the na-

ked babies are born around May or early June. The ba-

bies have to patiently wait until their second day on 

earth to see. The small babies cling to the roof of the 

cave huddling with other babies to keep warm, while 
their mothers forge for food. For the first two weeks 

they nurse all day, only ceasing when their mothers are 

out hunting. When they reach three weeks they learn to 

fly. By four weeks they are adult sized and are able to 

fly with ease. When fall comes round the females are 
ready to have babies of their own although the males 

will take about a year longer to be fully developed.  

How long do they live? 

  They can live for many years unharmed but many 

larger animals prey on them, usually reducing their life 

span to only 6-7 years. Some bats can live for over 30 
years! Unfortunately a new disease called White Nose 

Syndrome is wiping out bats faster than you can be-

lieve. Thousand of bats die every single year due to this 

modern day horror. Every year the range of infected 

caves gets larger and larger. Scientist don’t quite know 
what this fungus does but one thing that is evident is 

that it interrupts their hibernation.  After they pull 

themselves from the depths of a long winter sleep they 

find themselves yearning for food, but there is none 

available and the temperature is so cold that all the 

bats die of starvation, dehydration or hypothermia. 
There are many things we can do to help these crea-

tures that help us so much. We can build bat houses to 

help them keep warm, and many websites will have ad-

ditional info about how to make them. The most im-

portant thing we can do is learn more about them and 
what helps them. Here is a video about the white mold 

that is very educational:  http://vimeo.com/5671164 *** Note: 
For people who don’t like disturbing images or pictures of dead 
bats, don’t watch this, but for those who can watch it comfortably 
please do. Thank you for reading this and remember to 

learn more & explore! 

http://extension.oregonstate.edu/catalog/pdf/ec/ec1584.pdf
http://extension.oregonstate.edu/catalog/pdf/ec/ec1584.pdf
http://www.batcon.org/
http://www.nhptv.org/natureworks/littlebrownbat.htm
http://www.nhptv.org/natureworks/littlebrownbat.htm
http://www.batworlds.com/little-brown-bat.html
http://www.batworlds.com/little-brown-bat.html
http://vimeo.com/5671164


IntriguingIntriguingIntriguing   CustomsCustomsCustoms   

                                                                  0f the 0f the 0f the WorldWorldWorld   
By Madeleine, Writers’ 

Board Member 

 We live in a strange world, filled with strange 

people, and most of all, strange customs. Some of these cus-

toms are creative, and some just make us think, “Why was 

this ever a good idea?” But Bangkok, England, and Turkey 

have some of the most unusual customs, such as Monkey 

Buffet Festival in Bangkok, Gurning in England, and Camel 

Wrestling in Turkey. This world truly does have some intri-

guing customs and traditions. 

The Monkey Buffet Festival 

This is not a festival that offers a variety of all-you-can-eat 

monkey dishes. Instead, the monkeys are the ones doing the 

eating and they alone get to enjoy this buffet, while thou-

sands of people stand by and watch. Over 3,000 kilograms of 

fruit and vegetables are offered to the monkey population of 

Bangkok.                                     

 

 

 

 

 

 

Gurning 

 A “gurn” is a gross, distorted facial expression made by the 

contenders of Gurning. England has celebrated this tradition 

of making gross grimaces since 1267. During World Champi-

onship of Gurning in Egremont, England, competitors put on a 

horse collar and attempt to make the most grotesque face 

possible.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Camel Wrestling 

Some say it’s a kinder, gentler, sweeter version of bullfighting, 

and perhaps it is. In Turkey, camel wrestling is a popular event 

where people watch in glee as two male camels wrestle each 

other. Serious injuries are rare, but do happen, so spectators 

should watch out that the saliva of the camels doesn’t spray 

them. This one definitely makes you wonder if it was ever a 

good idea…  

 

 

 

 

 

 

As you can see, this world that we live in has some very inter-

esting customs. All of these traditions we may think of as silly, 

but others take them quite seriously. These customs are cer-

tainly unique compared to many of our own.  

The Monkey Buffet Festival 

World Gurning Championship 

Camel Wrestling 

What interesting customs are there 

where YOU live? Write an article and 

submit it to BTH! 



Friendship. To some people, this means just having a 

small conversation once or twice between classes at school. For others, 

it's a person who knows all your deepest secrets. Friends may be de-

fined differently, but most people feel comfortable around their 

friends. But in some cases, they feel like they need to act a certain 

way, or else the friend won't like them. Sometimes this is 

because that friend is popular, or you have seen 

him or her bully others before. Or maybe you 

just really, really, really want this friend to 

like you. 

How can you be sure that a friend is your 

real friend? Well, how does this friend treat 

you? Sometimes friends accidentally hurt 

your feelings, but if they are a true friend, it 

wasn't on purpose. Does your friend ever boss you 

around a lot, interrupt you a lot, spill your secrets, or 

tease you so much that it hurts? These are not good signs. May-

be your friends don't know it hurts you, so if you get treated like this, 

you should tell your friend it hurts your feelings. A true friend would 

understand. Second, would your friend share, help, advise, comfort, or 

stand up for you if you needed them? These may sound little, but they 

are important qualities in a friend. If your friend doesn't seem like a 

loyal friend, you don't need to completely ignore them for the rest of 

your life. Just try to hang out with your other friends a little more, the 

ones who are loyal. 

Are you a 

good friend? Even 

though you may not think about it, your friends do have their limits. If 

you treat them like they're unimportant, they may not want to be your 

friend, not out of unkindness, but because they don't want to be hurt. 

If you think that you could do better, then listen to 

your friends. Share with them. Help them and 

advise them. Comfort them when they're 

sad. Be honest with them. Apologize 

when you did something wrong. Just 

try your best to treat them better, 

and you will probably get these 

things from your buddies, too! Having 

a good friendship means both people 

respect each other and treat them well. 

But, it's OK to disagree. You don't have to 

love all your friend's friends, and even if she 

likes red and you like blue, you can learn to compromise, 

or just agree to disagree. It's OK to think differently, and you don't 

need to lie about it. But you can't have your way all the time. 

Maybe you and your friends sometimes disagree, or have a fight, or 

don't hang out much. That's alright. Being friends with somebody 

doesn't mean she and you are so identical in every way that you are 

like clones, nor does it mean you have to hang out 24/7. Being friends 

is defined in many ways, but most ways agree on this: Friends like 

each other for what they are. And that's what counts. 

True Friendship 
By Chloe, Writers’ 

Board Member 



TTrue rue FFriendshipriendship  
A story by Anna, Writers’ Board MemberA story by Anna, Writers’ Board Member  

What is true friendship? Read the following story by Writers’ Board member Anna 

to get her perspective! 

You wouldn’t think two girls who were so differ-

ent could become friends, but as some people 

say, expect the unexpected. 

Kayla Monroe lived three doors down from Bri-

ar Brown, but she never hung out with her or 

even talked to her. It’s not that Kayla didn’t like 

her. In fact, she didn’t know anything about her. 

They just never took time to get to know each 

other. 

Until one rainy afternoon, when they were walk-

ing home from various places, an unexpected 

event occurred. 

Briar tossed her hair in a rather superior 

way.  Her father was one of the richest men in 

town, so as an only child, Briar got about what-

ever she wanted and could afford the best of eve-

rything, from the most fashionable clothes to the 

recently removed braces that gave her the perfect 

smile. 

 Kayla, on the opposite sidewalk on the other 

side of the street, brushed a lock of curly black 

hair out of her face. Kayla had a hard life, but 

she never let that dampen her spirits. She could-

n’t be any more different than Briar. Kayla wore 

a hand-me-down dress and Briar wore a brand-

new designer brand one. Briar was an only child, 

whereas Kayla was the middle child of six chil-

dren. Briar was friends with nearly all the kids 

for ten miles. Kayla had no friends and was often 

picked on. 

For any other girl, Kayla’s life would’ve been 

miserable. But she loved her family, and she had 

a warm shelter to live in, so she was as happy as 

the next person. 

Kayla now turned off the sidewalk she was walk-

ing on. She splashed through some puddles and- 

KLONK! She was face-to-face with Briar 

Brown, the most popular girl for miles. Even 

though they were the only homeschoolers in the 

neighborhood, they never got together. All they 

knew was that each other existed and that their 

names were Kayla and Briar. 

 “Watch where you’re going!” Briar snapped, 

rubbing her forehead. Then her look softened. 

“Um, sorry...” 

“It’s okay,” Kayla said stiffly, then realized that 

Briar really was sorry. 

 “Well, I better go home,” she added when a 

boom of thunder sounded overhead. 

 “Me too,” Briar agreed. They then went their 

separate ways home. 

Kayla walked down to her own house and 

knocked on the door. She took in the smell of 

homemade chocolate chip cookies in the oven. 

When her three-year-old sister, Kathleen, opened 

the door with a ketchup-covered face,  



holding up a clay creation she had made, Kayla 

smiled. She hugged her sister and strode in to get 

skateboarding advice from her brother Kyle, and 

to praise her sister Kendra’s painting of the rainy 

scene just out the window. 

Meanwhile, Briar was in a panic. Her house key 

was missing! As she rooted through her coat 

pocket it was obvious that the key was not there. 

She ran over to the window and started feeling 

frantically for a loose spot, for some way to open 

it.  

Suddenly she saw through a crack in the blinds 

and felt as if she had swallowed a glass of ice wa-

ter. Her key was sitting on the couch. 

Her parents weren’t home and 

the housekeeper was on vacation. 

That meant she was locked out! 

She looked frantically down the 

row of larger houses like hers... 

None of her neighbors were 

home!  Then she saw Kayla clos-

ing her own front door. Briar 

started down the steps, then shook her head. 

 “What am I thinking?” she said aloud. “I hardly 

know her.” 

Since the rain was coming down harder, though, 

she had no other choice. She scrambled down 

the puddle of a sidewalk and knocked on Kayla’s 

door. 

A smiling woman opened the door. She was cra-

dling a crying baby in her arms.  

“Hello!” she said cheerfully. “You must be one 

of Kayla’s friends. Just a minute.” She started 

towards the stairs, but the baby was kicking and 

fussing. “Do you mind...?” she asked. Briar 

shook her head, and the baby was placed into 

her arms. The baby screamed louder as her 

mother went out of sight. 

Briar gently took the baby’s little hand. “Hello,” 

she said softly. The baby immediately stopped 

crying and started playing with Briar’s hair.  

Kayla came running down the stairs. Her jaw 

dropped when she saw Briar. 

 “Why are you here?” she whispered, taking the 

baby from Briar’s arms. 

“I was locked out,” Briar whispered back. Kayla 

nodded as if that explained it all. 

“You girls go up to Kayla’s room,” the woman 

went on. “Have fun!” 

The girls walked slowly, rather uncertainly, up to 

Kayla’s bedroom, Kayla still holding the baby. 

They weren’t sure what to do, seeing as they 

barely knew each other. Kayla opened the door. 

Briar looked inside and al-

most fell in. “Whoa! This is 

your room?” 

 Yeah,” said Kayla. “I like it. 

What do you think?” 

“I think it’s totally awesome!” 

e x c l a i m e d  B r i a r . 

The walls were light blue with 

painted clouds. The bed 

looked like a cloud itself, so fluffy and white. 

Kayla had potted flowers all over her room. 

“You really think so?” Kayla smiled.  

“Yeah!” Briar nodded enthusiastically. “You’ll 

have to show me how to make my room look 

like this sometime....” 

 

“What do you think?” Kayla asked weeks later. 

They had just finished re-decorating Briar’s 

room. The room was now sky blue. On one wall 

they had painted a scene - a waterfall rushing 

into a beautiful river, with a rainbow overhead. 

A mermaid sat on a rock in the river. A lepre-

chaun danced around his pot of gold under the 

rainbow. Briar’s usual yellow bed sheets had 

been replaced with blankets bursting with hues 

of red, purple, and magenta. The girls had sewn 

the blankets themselves.  

“You’ll have to show 

me how to make my 

room look like this 

sometime....” 



“What do you think?” Kayla asked weeks lat-

er. They had just finished re-decorating Briar’s 

room. The room was now sky blue. On one 

wall they had painted a scene - a waterfall 

rushing into a beautiful river, with a rainbow 

overhead. A mermaid sat on a rock in the riv-

er. A leprechaun danced around his pot of 

gold under the rainbow. Briar’s usual yellow 

bed sheets had been replaced with blankets 

bursting with hues of red, purple, and magen-

ta. The girls had sewn the blankets themselves.  

A pretty green rug with silk flowers sewn on 

lay on the floor, and flowers 

hung from the ceiling in pret-

t y  r o u n d  b o w l s .  

“It’s awesome!” Briar 

grinned. “Thanks for helping 

me!” 

“You’re welcome,” Kayla 

said. “Thanks for having me 

over.” 

“Well, what are friends for?” 

 Kayla smiled. “For helping each other with 

things and having fun with each other, I 

guess.” 

“You’re right. Thanks again.” 

There was a silence, then Kayla spoke. 

“Briar?” 

“Yeah?” 

“I’m glad we’re friends.” 

“Me too, Kayla,” said Briar, then realized 

how much she meant i t .  “Me 

too.”                                                                  

“Poor girl!” A girl shouted at Kayla. 

“LOSER!” 

Kayla tried to ignore the mean names that the 

other kids thought up. They never bothered 

her before. Why should they bother her 

now?  But soon the names and insults got so 

bad that she couldn’t stand them. She was on 

the verge of tears when she heard a familiar 

v o i c e  b e h i n d  h e r .  

“Hey! That’s not very nice!” It was Briar. Her 

friend’s voice was loud over all the commo-

tion. 

 “How would you feel if she walked up and 

said all those mean things to you? You would-

n’t like that, would you?”  When the other 

kids agreed grudgingly, Briar tossed her hair. 

“That’s what I thought! 

Don’t tease her again or 

I’m telling!” 

 The kids, glaring at Briar, 

stomped off. Briar ignored 

their mean looks. 

Briar walked over to Kayla 

and put an arm around her. 

“They’ll stop, I’m sure,” 

she promised. 

Kayla turned to see who her persecutors were. 

She was shocked. Their leader was Flora 

Johnson... Briar’s best friend! 

“You didn’t have to- I mean, you-” Kayla 

stammered. 

Briar hugged her. “I know. She was a bad 

friend, and now she’s history to me. We’re 

best friends now.” 

“Best friends? Really?” Kayla repeated.  

“That’s right,” Briar whispered. “Best friends. 

Forever and ever and ever.” 

“For helping each 

other with things 

and having fun 

with each other, 

I guess.” 

THE END 



MOVIE MAKING… AT HOME! 

TIPS FOR MAKING YOUR OWN FILMS 

STARTING OUT:  

SET ASIDE SOME  TIME: Movie making always takes longer than you expect it to. A 15-minute short 

movie could take all day to film, so plan ahead and set aside a day (or two or three… or more, depend-

ing on how long your movie will be) to film.  

FIND A GOOD CAMERA: Today,  most cameras have a video  feature on them, even if they are primari-

ly used for photographs. If you have a relatively modern camera, it will likely be able to film video. Be 

sure to make sure that the videos can be easily uploaded to your computer through USB or by using an 

SD card, and that they are compatible with your video editing program. 

FIND A VIDEO EDITING PROGRAM: Most computers come with free video editing programs; for exam-

ple, most PC computers come with  Windows Movie Maker loaded on them. These free video editing 

programs can be a bit of a pain, as when films are longer than a few minutes the programs can encoun-

ter errors, but they are perfect for beginning movie makers. 

FIND YOUR ACTORS: Believe it or not, it is more difficult to find cooperative actors than you may think. 

Call up your friends or recruit your siblings to act in your movie, just be sure that they won’t quit halfway 

through the filming process. Also, don’t be afraid to act in your own movie– get a friend to film you! 

COME UP WITH A PLOT:  Start out by writing down ideas, and then when you find one you like, write an 

outline for it. If your actors are willing to memorize lines, writing a script is often very helpful. Otherwise, 

just write down the main points of each scene and have the actors use improvisation (making up what to 

say on the spot as they go along) to get the story across.  



THE FILMING:  

ACTOR CHARACTERIZATION: The movie won’t turn out good without good characters, so make sure 

that your actors have clear ideas of who their characters are. When making a home movie, letting the 

actors choose details about their character (name, accent, clothing) can help them connect more to their 

character. As long as their idea of their character fits with your plot, let them create personality traits, too. 

If the character is supposed to be from an actual movie and you are making a fan film, be sure that the 

actors are familiar with the character they are portraying, and give them good costumes.  

DIRECTING: In home movies, the director often doubles as the camera-girl, and is frequently also the 

producer, editor, and an actor. You may also recruit a friend or two to help you out, but it isn’t likely you’

re going to have an entire team like professional movie making companies do. You’ll have to do a lot of 

mulit-tasking, so to keep track of what scenes you have filmed by checking them off in your script. Re-

member, you don’t have to film the scenes in order— just don’t forget to film all of them. Be sure to listen 

to the ideas of everyone else involved, even if you don’t want to— you don’t want them to quit on you! 

CAMERA ANGLES: Never, ever, film two different shots in the same scene from the exact same posi-

tion. It will look sloppy, and the change between shots is very obvious. Be sure to film close-ups as well– 

remember that you don’t have to finish filming an entire scene in one take; you are free to pause and 

change camera positions before continuing. Try to avoid zooming in, unless  you are going for a docu-

mentary-type video. Instead, pause and move the camera closer. Watch some of your favorite movies, 

especially the more modern ones, and watch how the change between shots is so seamless that you 

don’t even notice— you should only be focusing on the characters or scenery. Observe the different an-

gles for ideas. 

PAN SCENES: A pan is when the camera moves from one side of the area to another. These scenes 

are great for filming the setting of your movie. Try using these shots between scenes that are located in 

two different places (or what you want your viewers to think are two different places).  

FILMING ON DIFFERENT DAYS: Let’s face it, unless your movie is only a few minutes long, it is going 

to take more than one day complete. Be sure that your camera has plenty of charge each day, and that 

you upload the videos you take to the computer after each filming session to be sure you have plenty of 

space on your camera. Make sure that your actors do not change their  character’s clothes the next day 

you film (unless that is supposed happen in the movie).  

  



RE-FILM IF: 

 A car, motorcycle or airplane went by during the scene, or something made a loud noise 

 Someone who wasn’t supposed to be in the scene walked by or spoke when they shouldn’t have 

 The wind was too loud to hear the actors 

 The actors were too quiet or stumbled on their lines too much 

 The actors laughed or forgot their lines 

 THE EDITING:  

OUTTAKES: You are probably going to have a lot of mistakes in your movie, but although they might 

drive you crazy while you’re making it, once the filming process is done they will be quite entertaining. 

Don’t delete the mistakes— keep them, and use the funniest ones as outtakes to play at the end. 

MUSIC: Never underestimate the power of a good song. Be sure to include plenty of music in your mov-

ie, and even use music in scenes you may not think need music at first. Using soundtracks from real 

movies or video games work out best (just use songs that aren’t immediately recognizable as ones from 

various films) and if you have specific songs in mind you can download them for about 99 cents from 

Amazon.com. You can also try playing your own music to add to the movie. Just be sure that the music 

isn’t louder than the voices of the actors, or else you won’t be able to tell what anyone is saying.  

TRANSITIONS: Most movie making programs come with many cool transitions for movies, but most of 

the time you’ll just want to use a fade. You can fade videos in and out at the beginning and end of 

scenes, but don’t do this after every individual clip. If you want to use fancier transitions, use them at the 

very beginning and end of your movie. 

SPECIAL EFFECTS: They can be a bit complicated, but if you have a good movie making program you 

should be able to do at least a few. They vary depending on your program, but just remember— special 

effects work best when the camera was held very still, otherwise it will be very difficult to match the effect 

with the video. Try using a camera stand or a tripod when filming scenes that require special effects. 

PUBLISHING: 

This is saving the video as a file to view outside the editing program. Save it as high-quality as possible. 

This will probably take a while, so don’t let anyone get on the computer while the video saves. After-

wards, you can put the movie onto DVD or upload it online to a site such as YouTube. Then enjoy! 



Tera’s  Top 5 

     On Friendship 
By Tera, Writers’ Board Member 

1. Temporary or Long Term? 

Friendships can be temporary or they can last all 
your life. I have had temporary friends that were 
close, but not for very long. I also have friends 
that I hope will be my friends the rest of my life. 
No matter the length of time you're together, 
that shouldn't stop you from being a good friend.   

2. BFF? 
Sometimes we think we need a “best friend,” but 
I think that we can have more than just one close 
friend. I have several friends and I would never 
call one of my friends “best friend” over all the 
others, because it might make them feel bad or 
left out.   

3. How do you Stay Connected? 

Say you have a friend, but you don't see her 
often. Maybe she does sports or other daily activ-
ities. How can you stay connected? E-mail, letters, 
and calling on the telephone are all good ideas to 

keep up with friends. 

4. Been There, Done That 

I think it is important for a homeschooler to have 
at least one friend that is homeschooled also. If a 
girl does not have a friend that is home schooled, 
then she can feel like the only homeschooler on 
Earth. You can connect with a homeschooled 
friend more because you have more in common.   

5. Four Kinds of Friendship  

There are four types of friends. It's easy to tell by 
your topics of conversation. Acquaintances are 
people you know, but don’t see often. When you 
say "Hi, how are you?" and that's all you say. Cas-
ual friends are people who you tell where you 
went or what you did. Close friends are people 
who you tell what you believe or what you think. 
Intimate friends are friends you tell your secrets. 
No matter what kind, friends are gifts from God 
and gifts that we should respect.  

Ida B is nine years old and homeschooled. She's an only child 

and has a perfect life. She spends part of the day at home with 

her mom doing school and then spends the rest of the day out-

side, with her best friends (the trees). She goes to work on her 

extraordinary plans to make life fun and the world a better 

place. Then her whole world is flipped upside down when her 

mother is diagnosed with cancer, and her parents break it to 

her that she has to stop homeschooling and go to that "fun-

killing, brain-numbing place of torture"- school. Half their land 

is sold, and the trees are cut down. Her teacher and classmates 

are nice to her, but she isn't nice back to them. Can Ida B find 

friends at school and get her life as near normal as possible? 

Ida B by Katherine Hannigan  

Book Review by Anna, Writers’ Board Member 



Personality  

is like a  

Shark 

By Rebekah 
Personality in general is like a 

shark. Both may seem quite dif-

ferent, but there are many simi-

larities: the many selections, how constant 

they are, and what a person will really find if 

they would just look a little closer. 

Say “shark” and many people automatically 

think of the great white shark. But there are 

many different types; the blue shark, the cookie 

shark, the hammerhead shark and the nurse 

shark are just a few. Likewise, there are many 

different types of personalities, too. Some peo-

ple have rude or frightening personalities, some 

have short-tempered personalities, some have 

quiet ones, and some have funny ones. Every-

one’s personalities are different and unique, 

while every shark is different and unique. 

A shark’s way of life? Keep moving forward 

or die. As they swim, the water flows over their 

gills and gives them oxygen. If the shark stops 

moving, it dies because it has no oxygen. The 

only exception is the nurse shark, which just sits 

in the sand like a lazy person in front of a TV. 

Personality is quite the same as a shark; it must 

be constant and repetitive. If a person stops us-

ing her personality and acts like someone else, it 

is like she is stabbing her personality; she is 

practically killing it. And who would really want 

to be around someone who keeps changing?  

If a person looked at a shark’s scales, they 

would look smooth. They would also feel smooth 

if that person stroked it head to tail (which 

someone shouldn’t do unless if the shark is dead 

or unconscious). If that person rubbed her hand 

across the shark from tail to head, a sharp pain 

would run through her hand, and when she lifted 

her hand, it would be covered in blood. A 

shark’s scales are like little knifes pointing to-

wards the tail. Personality sounds like a harmless 

thing, like shark’s scales do. Some people are 

like this, some are like that, but even people 

with the quietest and calmest personality can 

turn and hurt someone or something. 

So yes, sharks and personalities are very sim-

ilar. There are many different types of sharks 

and many different types of personalities. Sharks 

must be constantly moving and personalities 

must be constant, as well. People can find some-

thing sharp if they look closely at a shark’s skin 

and people can find something sharp if they look 

too closely at personalities. Yes, sharks and per-

sonalities are very similar.  

 



By Margaret, age 14 

Jeanette Thompson had waited for two hours a 

day at the post office for months. But nothing 

came. 

It was just too unfair, she thought. She had done 

such good work on her play. Why hadn’t she 

gotten so much as a letter acknowledging that she 

had sent it? After all she went through, too! 

It had all started at that book club. 

Jeanette had gotten through 

the expounding of Clara, 

the new leader, who fan-

cied herself the most 

fascinating speaker in 

the world, and wasn’t. 

Jeanette had gotten 

though the boring com-

mentary, and was the only 

one to say anything that was about 

the book and not a silly compliment for Clara. 

Jeanette had finished with all that, and was 

putting her coat on in the hallway, when two peo-

ple she didn’t know came from the mudroom into 

the hallway (the hallway and the mudroom were 

two separate places, for some reason). As Jean-

ette was not chatty (she was feeling mad), she 

slipped away to the mudroom. But she couldn’t 

help hearing all they said. 

It was all about a playwriting competition, and 

how Clara had joined it, and how great it was. 

Jeanette didn’t know why, but when she got 

home, she looked it up on the Internet, found she 

could join in, and started to write. 

The play was a tragic romance, and it was won-

derful. That is, better than anything Clara could 

write. That was a comfort. 

But it wasn’t a comfort now, waiting in the post 

office. What if it was lost in the mail? What if they 

didn’t like it? What if Clara had found out and had 

written them a nasty letter? What if…What if??? 

To put it simply, Jeanette’s mind 

was in a turmoil. And (this 

often happens), things 

were about to look up. 

Just for something to 

do, Jeanette looked in 

her tote bag and took 

out her knitting. It was 

a big blue sweater, of 

which she was very proud. 

But it wasn’t working. The more she 

knitted, the more mistakes she made. The more 

mistakes she made, the more worried she got. 

The more worried she got, the more she thought 

about her play… 

“Hello,” said someone. 

Jeanette started. She had thought she was alone. 

“Hello,” Jeanette said. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know 

anyone was here!” Jeanette stopped, feeling flus-

tered. She started to look up, felt herself blushing, 

and looked down at her sweater again. 

“That’s all right,” said the someone. “What’s your 

name?” 

To put it simply, Jean-
ette’s mind was in a 

turmoil. And (this of-
ten happens), things 

were about to look up. 



Jeanette looked up at the person. It was a girl of 

about twelve years, the same age as Jeanette. She 

was smiling happily at her. 

“Jeanette Thompson,” Jeanette said, trying to 

gather her wits. “What’s yours?” 

“Beatrice Parkson,” replied the girl. “Why are al-

ways here? Every time I pick up the mail, there 

you are! I hope it isn’t something urgent that got 

lost!” 

Jeanette would not have done 

what she did now, under 

ordinary circumstanc-

es. For one, she was 

very protective of 

information 

about herself. 

The other thing 

was, that the 

more angry she 

felt, the less she 

talked. But when 

she was faced with 

Beatrice’s wondering 

smile, she suddenly found 

herself telling Beatrice everything. Then 

Jeanette stopped, feeling foolish. She nervously 

wondered what Beatrice would say. 

Jeanette was wrong to worry. When she had fin-

ished, Beatrice looked at her in surprise and sym-

pathy, and replied, “I know how it feels to be all 

left out like that. And,” Beatrice’s eyes widened, 

“I’m in that competition too!” 

“What?” 

Just then, someone from behind the counter 

called. Jeanette and Beatrice jumped up to collect 

their mail, and headed outside together. 

Jeanette looked at her mail, which she hadn’t 

looked at when it was handed over the counter. 

There was an invitation for her mother. There was 

a bill for her father. And on the bottom was…a 

letter from the competition’s organizer. She was 

one of the winners! And just under her name…

was: Beatrice Parkson, winner of the Drama 

Award! 

“I can’t believe it! Congratulations!” whooped Be-

atrice, who had been reading over her shoulder.  

“It’s fantastic!” was all Jeanette 

could say. 

When the celebrating 

between the two 

girls had fin-

ished, and they 

had walked off 

to their sepa-

rate homes, 

Jeanette was 

feeling very hap-

py. What were all 

the Claras, bad book 

clubs, and jealousy in the 

world, to being a winner 

of a competition? 

And getting a new friend. Jeanette had Beatrice’s 

home number and address in her blouse pocket. 

But when she was faced 
with Beatrice’s wondering 
smile, she suddenly found 

herself telling Beatrice eve-
rything. Then Jeanette 

stopped, feeling foolish. 
She nervously wondered 

what Beatrice would say. 

Do you write fiction? 

Share your stories with 
other homeschooled 
girls by submitting 

them to BTH! 



My Homeschool Group 
By Anna, Writers’ Board Member 

Every Monday, I go to a homeschool co-op 

called Riverbend Garden. The teaching style 

there is Waldorf. Waldorf means the curriculum is 

very nature-based and simple. For instance, some 

of the families do Waldorf at home the rest of the 

week, and they don’t watch T.V., play video 

games, or play with plastic toys. We do all of those 

things at home, but my family is slowly exercising 

the Waldorf teaching style. 

Every morning at Riverbend Garden (more com-

monly known as RBG or just Riverbend), we start 

off the day at the church we rent at ten o’clock 

sharp. We meet in the largest room in the church, 

the sanctuary, for opening circle, since there are 

over 40 children, and all the moms! My friends 

Elena, Lily, and I usually go with Elena’s mom to 

round everyone into the sanctuary with one-tone 

choruses of “breathe in, breathe out”. Once every-

one is standing in a (very large) circle and holding 

hands, we start a round with high and low parts of 

“When I breathe in, I breathe in peace, when I 

breathe out, I breathe out love.” It’s a beautiful 

sound, especially in the ever-echoing sanctuary. 

We also sing two other songs: the Good Morning 

song, saying good morning to the earth, the sun, 

the flowers, etc, and the Welcome song, my per-

s o n a l  f a v o r i t e : 

“You are welcome to our circle - raise your voice in 

cheerful song! When this house is filled with music, 

every heart can sing along.” Elena, Lily, and I al-

ways sing “mew-sic” instead of music, because we 

love cats. We always have different seasonal 

songs that we sing: “A Goblin Lives in Our House,” 

“Jack Frost,” etc. It’s so much fun! 

Then, the groups split up. There are three groups: 

the Shining Crystals, the Mighty Oaks, and the 

Soaring Eagles. The groups, led by moms, spend 

the day doing different age-appropriate activities. 

The Shining Crystals are all the kids below grade 

age, so five and younger. They mostly run around 

the Shining Crystals’ room and play with Waldorf 

toys brought in by the moms, but they also learn 

songs and poems, and have story time and nap 

time.  

The Mighty Oaks are 1st through 3rd grade. My 

brother is a Mighty Oak, and my mom is a Mighty 

Oak leader. They do more difficult things than the 

Shining Crystals. They recite poems and learn 

songs, but they also have show and tell, do crafts 

such as paper mache, and do jump rope. 

The Soaring Eagles are 4th grade on up, and both 

my sister and I are Soaring Eagles. We do the 

most advanced things. We do jump rope, like the 

Mighty Oaks, but we do peppers, perpendicular 

ropes, and double dutch. We learn songs and po-

ems, but the poems are longer and we sing the 

songs in rounds. We do fun projects; our most re-

cen t  was  a  3 D  m ap  o f  A f r i ca . 

We have lots of fun Waldorf traditions in RBG.  

A recorder, as many of you might know, is a usual-

ly wooden, flute-like instrument that sounds like a 

flute but is much simpler in build and easier to 

play.  It is a tradition that the grade-age kids learn 

recorder. Ever since winter break, we’ve been 

studying Africa as a group. We were split up into 

either pairs or groups of three, and were each as-

signed a different region of Africa. I had North Afri-

ca along with my friends Elena and Lily. We 

worked on it from mid-December until late Febru-

ary. It was difficult, working with a deadline, and 

most of the work was last-minute. We did it in the 

form of a musical about three cats from different 

countries - Aset from Egypt, Zura from the Sahara 

Desert, and Zayin from Morocco. They were all 

captured from their home countries and taken to 

the National Zoo in Washington, DC. They talk 

about their home countries and become good 

friends, then they escape and stowaway on a 

plane back to Africa! We wrote the play, and the 

songs, ourselves, and made programs for our per-

formance, and we made our own costumes, too. 



Each term our groups study something different as 

our curriculum for that whole year. This term, of 

course, we studied Africa.  

Last term, when the Soaring Eagles were split up 

and I was in a group called the Flowing Rivers, we 

studied Vikings. At the end of the year we put on a 

play called Beowulf. I played a character called Un-

ferth, who is kind of a bad person, but not quite the 

main villain. After the play, I received compliments 

such as “You acted really well!” or “You make a great 

bad guy!” 

The term before that, the Flowing Rivers studied Na-

tive Americans. We did a play called Possum’s Tail, 

based on a Native American folktale. This spring we 

did a very brief introduction to Ancient Persia.  

We have several festivals here at RBG, a whole year 

of food, fun, and friends. I’ll walk you through, start-

ing at the beginning of the year. 

Every year, on the third week of September, we per-

form the Rainbow Bridge ceremony. It is a Waldorf 

tradition. We go to Wolftrap Park for this festival. We 

drape a bridge going across a river with colored silks, 

and then the new kids in the group and the kids mov-

ing up to first grade cross as we sing the Rainbow 

Bridge song. This is one of the most festive events. 

 

Sometimes we celebrate the Michaelmas festival. 

We usually roll candles and make clay dragons, and 

we also do a play. The roles are distributed by age. 

Usually the oldest boys act St. Michael and the king, 

and the oldest girl acts the queen. The Soaring Ea-

gles are villagers, the Mighty Oaks are gnomes, and 

the Shining Crystals are comets. It’s fun and eventful, 

and one of my personal favorites. 

We celebrate, sometimes on the same day, Hallow-

een and Dia de Los Muertos. Dia de Los Muertos is a 

Mexican holiday that takes place on the day before 

Halloween. Rather than being a spooky, candy and 

costume-centered event like Halloween, it is a joyous 

and colorful day celebrating our loved ones. We dec-

orate calaveras, or sugar skulls, and set up an altar 

outside in the stone courtyard with pictures of our 

friends, relatives, and even pets who have died.  

The Halloween part of it is less complicated and or-

ganized, but still fun. Everyone brings their costumes 

and we have a parade outside and then take pic-

tures. It’s really fun, and I think the little kids get a big 

kick out of it! 

When December rolls around, the last week before 

Christmas holiday is the Advent Spiral. In the sanctu-

ary, pine boughs are arranged in a spiral with golden 

stars along the path, with a candle on a tree stump in 

the center. We start the ceremony just as it’s getting 

dark, and we turn all the lights off so the only lighting 

is the candles. Starting on one end of the room, the 

children walk up to Joanne and she hands them an 

unlit candle. They walk slowly through the spiral and 

into the center, where they light their candles at the 

bigger one. They walk back out, and as they do, they 

place their newly lit candle on one of the stars. Last 

year’s advent spiral was my family’s third, and I will 

always treasure that experience that is part of being 

in Riverbend. After the holidays we have the Spring 

Festival. That means all the groups put on a play, 

and all the groups but the Shining Crystals do record-

er performances. This year, our group acted out a 

folktale from Kenya (that’s in West Africa) called 

Bringing the Rain to Kapiti Plain. It was extremely 

repetitive, telling the story of how a herdsman named 

Ki-Pat shot down the rain with an arrow: “This is the 

cloud, all heavy with rain, that shadowed the ground 

on Kapiti Plain.” “This is the grass, all brown and 

dead, that needed the rain from the cloud overhead.” 

And then it would go back to the cloud. Get the idea? 

We were split up into four groups of three and recited 

different parts. When we got near the end, right after 

the rain came down and right before it told how the 

rain changed everything, we played the Rain Game - 

One person would lightly tap their hands, then the 

next person, then the next person, then they would 

change to rubbing their fingers, then the next person, 

then clapping, stomping, etc. Once we got to the 

peak of the rain, we would jump and stomp really 

loudly, all in unison, and our leader, Ms. Joanne (my 

friend Elena’s mom), would flash the lights on and 

off, like thunder and lightning! Everyone thought it 

was cool, and it really sounded like rain! Then the 

rain would gradually stop, and we went back to our 

play. Everyone clapped, and I saw some of the Shin-

ing Crystals in the audience playing the Rain Game!

After that, our recorder group played. We played two 

songs (African songs, of course) and sang them as 

well. In the three years my family has participated in 

Riverbend, I have never played more complicated 

recorder songs. One was called “Nkosi Sikeleli  



Afrika” (koh-see see-kuh-lay-lee aa-free-kuh), and 

we sang it in Zulu, one of the many African lan-

guages. It is the South African National Anthem, and 

it is a very beautiful, reverent song. It was played in 

three parts. 

The other was called “I Paradisi”(ee pahr-ih-dih-see), 

and we sang it in Zulu as well. It was a very lively, up

-beat song, compared to the other, and a great danc-

ing song, too. We played it in four parts. I played alto 

with my friend Isaac (yes, a boy), and he is a much 

better recorder player than I 

am. Fortunately, he was very 

patient with me in practices 

and did not get mad at me for 

messing some parts up. He 

pointed out the notes that I 

kept missing to help me, and 

we sounded great together! 

“I Paradisi” was extremely 

complicated and tough for 

everyone. It had multiple end-

ings, repeats, complicated 

interludes, and key changes. 

We kept practicing in record-

er lessons with our amazing 

teacher Beth (Isaac’s mom), 

who would tutor us separately 

with particularly difficult 

notes. As everyone was com-

ing in, before lessons would even start, one person 

would start playing “I Paradisi” or “Nkosi Sikeleli Afri-

ka,” just waiting, and then other people would join in! 

It sounded great every time, and Beth was always so 

impressed. 

 On May 1st, or whatever Monday is closest to it, we 

celebrate May Day. Everyone dresses in white and 

flowers, and usually we practice maypole dances a 

f e w  w e e k s  i n  a d v a n c e . 

It is classic for the oldest kids to perform a Spider 

Web Dance - Where we literally weave a spider web 

with the colorful ribbons hanging from the maypole.  

 

Also in May is our Final Performance. Like in the 

Spring Festival, every group puts on a play and plays 

recorder songs. Then, like we do with many of our 

festivals, we have a potluck! Riverbend potlucks are 

always delicious, but the best so far was this year’s 

Spring Festival potluck.  

The Soaring Eagles performed a play called Zara-

thustra, set in Ancient Persia. I played one of the 

many kings, named King Hushang. Although it was a 

non-speaking role, it was still fun because I was lifted 

up into the air by the other kids. I was also a servant, 

and one of the later kings’ evil advisors. 

There were two servants, and my friend Allison and I 

both wanted to be the first servant, so Joanne told us 

to split up the lines and write 

some more lines. Personally, 

I think we had way too much 

fun with it. Here is a sample 

of some of our lines: 

First Servant A: “Go here! 

Go there! Do this! Do that! I 

feel l ike a servant!” 

First Servant B: “You are a 

servant.” 

First Servant A: “A really 

wild animal? Couldn’t we 

make it just a little bit wild?” 

First Servant B: “Maybe a 

little cute and fluffy?” 

Like I said, we had way too 

much fun. 

This is my fourth year in Riverbend. I have treasured 

my experiences there and always will. We’re not just 

a group, we’re a community. If only there were more 

places like Riverbend spread all over the planet, I 

think that it would make the world a better place. 

“This is my fourth year in River-

bend. I have treasured my ex-

periences there and always 

will. We’re not just a group, 

we’re a community. If only 

there were more places like 

Riverbend spread all over the 

planet, I think that it would 

make the world a better place.” 

Are you in a homeschool group? 

Write about your homeschool group 

and the experiences you have had 

there. Let the world know how much 

you love your homeschool group! 

Send submissions to 

bthsubmissions@yahoo.com 



 

As I was walking along one day I had a funny feeling 

I had the sudden urge to sit upon a human being 

I found a nice plump human and I sat upon his thighs 

he yelled and screamed and screamed and yelled and socked me in 

the eyes 

so here is a bit of good advice and use it well my friends 

do not sit upon plump humans if you wish to see again. 

By Elena 

 

Arts and PhotosArts and PhotosArts and Photos      

Star light, star bright, 

I look up at the starry sky. 

First star I see tonight. 

Hoping, wondering - will it work this 

time? 

 

Star light, star bright, 

I keep my eye on one bright star. 

First star I see tonight. 

Yes, that’s true - the first one I’ve seen 

so far. 

 

Star light, star bright, 

It’s in the middle of a constellation. 

First star I see tonight. 

I say it again without hesitation. 

 

Star light, star bright, 

I quickly make my wish, that’s fine - 

First star I see tonight. 

Really - will it work this time? 

 

Star light, star bright, 

Suddenly, my star flashes red. 

Star light - hey, that’s not right! 

I squint at it from my small bed. 

 

Star light, star bright, 

I know now why my star is strange. 

Star light, yeah, right 

For I’ve just wished on an airplane! 

 
By Anna, Writers’ Board Member 

The sun is rising 

In the morning 

A beautiful sunset 

And without a warning 

The children see the glorious scene. 

 

Mother, father, come and see. 

See the beautiful daybreak colors. 

Mother, father, come and see. 

 

In the springtime 

Everyone is on their way 

To school, to work, to home, to play 

And then a beautiful flowered tree 

Comes across the busy scene.  

 

Neighbor, teacher, come and see. 

See the lovely blossomed tree. 

Neighbor, teacher, come and see. 

 

In the summer 

Work is done 

Everyone is having fun 

Then the bright and vivid colors 

Of the water come into view. 

Before you know it, they're telling 

you - 

 

Sister, brother, come and see. 

See the beautiful summer water. 

Sister, brother, come and see. 

 

Autumn time has come around 

Back to school we go 

The flowers and greenery have gone 

Yet we're still waiting for snow. 

But still all the leaves are falling 

And everyone is running, calling - 

 

Cousin, friend, come and see. 

See the leaves, their lovely colors. 

Cousin, friend, come and see. 

 

Now the snow is gently falling 

And everyone is busy, hauling 

In great big Christmas trees 

And decorating 

See the lovely scene around us 

See the city celebrating: 

 

Strangers, strangers, come and see. 

See the lovely snowy scene. 

Strangers, strangers, come and see. 

 

Now a new year comes again 

New things to do, new things to win. 

Now no one is hesitating 

Everyone is saying, saying - 

 

Mother, father, come and see. 

Neighbor, teacher, come and see. 

Sister, brother, come and see.  

Cousin, friend, come and see. 

Strangers, strangers, come and see. 

See the beautiful happy new year. 

The whole world, come now and see. 

 
By Anna, Writers’ Board Member 



Meet Our AdditionalMeet Our Additional  

BackBack--toto--HomeschoolHomeschool  
Writers’ Board Members!Writers’ Board Members!  

Our additional Writers’ Board members include… 

 Chloe, age 10, from British Columbia 

 Vera, age 15, from Malaysia 

 Matilda, age 11, from New Zealand 

 Tera, age 11, from Tennessee 

 Anna, age 11, from Virginia 

Thank you to everyone who applied, and re-

member, you can write for BTH whether you are 

on the Writer’s Board or not! 



Thanks for reading 
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